The Old Lion Dying
would his mother and sister who were held in Rome. But
Fouche, who was again in the saddle, and chairman of
all the festivities planned for the Bourbons, had other
designs. One faithful soul, General Bertrand, he would
allow the ex-emperor for companionship in his exile. The
other temperamental retainers the spy allotted him
Napoleon scarcely knew.
And just where this last asylum was to be no one
hinted at. He might, if he cared to, they said, sail for
America. Still, Fouche saw to it that there was a guard
all around Malmaison, also that the English ministers
were secretly posted as to the route he would take to
the coast.
At last the day came for his departure from Malmaison
and France whom he had brought up to the summits of
glory. And Fouche and his guard and carriage waited
without.
For a farewell gift, Hortense had given him a diamond
necklace, thinking it might provide him with funds if he
ever should need them; and "he, she said, had given her,
given them all, so much. The stones she inclosed, each in
a fold of silk, and with her own hands sewed these packets
to his braces. This task done, she had only time to kiss
him farewell, then watched him slowly descend the steps
in the old grenadier's coat, enter the coach, the carriage
roll down the drive, past her mother's violets, and
turn the archway. Then the last segment of wheel dis-
appeared.
He was silent all the way to the coast, but he was not
making any plans for a return journey. Sadly he watched
the fair landscape of France roll by for the last time;
and when he spoke it was to ask Ali for water or to get
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